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Johnny's part to bring the mare again under control. They trotted
forward now comfortably enough under the swaying archway of
the tossing and creaking branches.
It was a wild-blown arcade of newly budded leaves through
which they burst, the smooth beech trunks rising up like pillars
at each side of them and the fallen twigs and broken branches
trodden in the mud below them by Daisy-Queen's hooves.
In Bloody Johnny's nostrils was the sweet spring sap of the torn
foliage above and beneath them and the fainter sweetness, but not
less spring-like and youthful, of the young girl's chestnut-coloured
curls, that were now blowing loose and free, after her struggle to
attain her seat.
They were soon in full sight of the grey stone roof and grey
buttressed walls of the Cornish King's hunting lodge. The place
resembled one of those Gothic turrets, with low-flanking heavy
masonry, that one sees in roughly engraved vignettes of German
fairy tales. Its small, compact size rather increased than dimin-
ished the Nordic massiveness of its time-battered cornices, its
moss-grown ledges with grey carved balustrades, its narrow, foli-
ated window-arches, its lichen-covered battlements. The emerald-
green grass blades that were sprouting freshly between the time-
worn stones and the torn twigs with soft young leaves upon them
that the wind was tossing against the masonry enhanced, like
new-plucked petals against an aged skin, the hoary antiquity of
this strange building.
The moment they reached tne entrance, the young girl slipped
lightly from Daisy-Queen's flanks and running up the steps
opened the massive door. This she held open, clinging to the iron
handle in the wind and calling loudly to someone within, while
Mr. Geard slowly got down from his saddle and moved to the
mare's head.
Two servants came hurrying out at her call, a nervous little old
man with a straggly white beard and a sturdy, soldier-like, mid-
dle-aged man with a rugged, solemn face and grave eyes. The
ex-soldier took Daisy-Queen's bridle from Mr. Geard's hand,
touched his hat politely to Mr. Geard, and led the mare round the
corner of the building, while the old man entered into a hurried,
low-toned colloquy with Lady Rachel.